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were to take no notice of him, as he was only jealous at not
being able to cut a dash himself. Hearing this, the affec-
tionate Enee at once pulled off her bonnet and begged her
Bealla to wear it, and only when he promised her that he
would go and dress himself up in character with them would
she put the bonnet back on her own head.
The crew then decked him out in a pair of striped trou-
sers, an anchor-patterned shirt, a gaudily-designed handker-
chief, and the gayest-looking jacket they could find, and the
whole party then adjourned to a public-house, known as the
'Black Dog/ on The Rocks. A private room was engaged,
with two fiddlers and a number of ladies of the pavement,
and the seamen settled down to enjoy *a night's proper
spree/ carrying it on till an hour after sunrise. They spent
the following nights in the same way, trying to prevail upon
Rashleigh and the two djins to join them regularly. Hes
however, excused himself as often as he could do without
offending the good-hearted fellows; while the djins reso-
lutely refused to go again after the first night, when they
had been scared by a fight which had occurred between two
of the white women. 4No, Bealla,* said Enee, cwe not come,
White men sometimes pretty quiet, but white women big
devil-devil when they drink fire-water/ They were now
living at Colonel Woodville's house, and were content with
the comfort and pleasant strangeness of the unaccustomed
mode of living.
Rashleigh had been in Sydney nearly a month before his
host was well enough to see him. When he did send for
him, Rashleigh was overcome by the warmth and sincerity
of his gratitude for the rescue of his daughters and grand-
child.
*Now3 Bealla,* he concluded with tears in his eyes, *if
there is anything in this world that I can do for you, you